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not as indicating that I have forgotten our
ancient motto. This event took place at a time
.when the Highlanders, according to Macaulay,
were much like the Cape Caffres, and anyone, it
was said, could escape punishment for cattle-steal-
ing by presenting a share of the plunder to his
chieftain. Our ancestors were Roman Catholics;
they were made Protestants hy the laird coming
round with a man having a yellow staff, which
would seem to have attracted more attention than
his teaching, for the new religion went long after-
ward, perhaps it does so still, hy the name of
"the religion of the yellow stick/*

Finding his farm in Ulva insufficient to sup-
port a numerous family, my grandfather removed
to Blantyie Works, a large cotton manufactory
on the beautiful Clyde, above Glasgow; and his
sons, having had the best education the Hebrides
afforded, were gladly received as clerks by the
proprietors, Monteith and Co. fie himself, highly
esteemed for his unflinching honesty, was cm-
ployed in the conveyance of large sums of money
from Glasgow to the works, and in old age was,
according to the custom of that company, pen-
sioned off, so as to spend his declining years in
case and comfort.

Our uncles all entered his majesty's service
during the last French war, either us soldiers
or sailors; but my father remained at home, and,
though too conscientious ever to become rich as a